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Leaps from her seat, as wak'ned from a trance,
And darts through Nature at a single glance.           120
Then we our friends, our foes, ourselves, survey,
And see by NIGHT what fools we are by DAY.
Stript of her gaudy plumes and vain disguise
See where Ambition mean and loathsome lies!
Reflexion with relentless hand pulls down               125
The tyrant's bloody wreath and ravish'd crown.
In vain he tells of battles bravely won,
Of nations conquer'd, and of Worlds undone:
Triumphs like these but ill with Manhood suit,
And sink the conqueror beneath the brute.              130
But if, in searching round the world, we find
Some gen'rous youth, the Friend of all mankind,
Whose anger, like the bolt of JOVE, is sped
In terrours only at the guilty head,
Whose mercies, like Heaven's dew, refreshing fall    135
In gen'ral love and charity to all,
Pleas'd we behold such worth on any throne,
And doubly pleas'd we find it on our own.
THROUGH a false medium things are shown by day,
Pomp, wealth, and titles judgment lead astray.        140
How many from appearance borrow state,
Whom NIGHT disdains to number with the Great!
Must not we laugh to see yon lordling proud
Snuff up vile incense from a fawning crowd?
Whilst in his beam surrounding clients play,            145
Like insects in the sun's enliv'ning ray,
Whilst, JEHU like, he drives at furious rate,
And seems the only charioteer of state,
Talking himself into a little God,